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limbs refused to move ; but in a minute I
recovered, and ran through the house down
to the cellar again, where everyone had
become alive to the fact that all was over
for us. Where was my husband ? What had
become of them all? This thought nearly
drove me mad with anxiety. I could not
imagine what their fate had been, but I
knew the anguish of mind my husband
would endure when the sound of those
terrible guns would tell him that we were
being attacked again, as he knew we were
almost powerless to make any resistance,
through lack of ammunition.

We knew that our one chance lay in
retreating, as that move had been meditated
by Colonel Skene early in the evening,
before the truce had taken place ; so after
an hour had gone by the doctor began
moving the wounded out of the. cellar, as
an immediate retreat had been decided upon.

We were still without any definite tidings
of the position of Mr. Quinton and my